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are lost in those of three men, all holding on tight as we jolt and
swing madly to and fro, the youngest, a cousin, telling me a
romantic (ale of an encounter with the Lord Lieutenant's beauti-
ful consort in the hunting-field (an entirely imaginary incident);
the eldest, an uncle, giving my father an interminable account of
an old verge watch which cost five shillings and kept perfect time
for forty years subsequently; and my father speculating as to how
far the deceased was cut short by his wife's temper, how far by
alcohol, and how far by what might be called natural causes.
When the sudden and somewhat unprepared relapse of the move-
ment into the minor key takes place, then I imagine that we have
come to the houses again. Finally I wake up completely, and
realise that for the last page or two of the score I have not been
listening critically to a note of the performance, I do not defend
my conduct, present: or past: I merely describe it so that my
infirmities may be duly taken into account in weighing my critical
verdicts. Boyhood takes its fun where it finds it, without looking
beneath die surface; and, since society chose to dispose of its dead
with a grotesque pageant out of which farcical incidents sprang
naturally and inevitably at every turn, it is riot to be wondered at
that funerals made me laugh when I was a boy nearly as much as
they disgust rne now that I am older, and have had glimpses from
behind the scenes of the horrors of what a sentimental public
likes to hear described as "God's acre." I will even go further and
confess that this was not the only ritual as to which my faculty of
reverence was permanently disabled at an early age by the
scandalous ugliness and insincerity with which I always saw it
performed And for this reason I do not: in my inmost soul care
for that large part of Parsifal which consists spectacularly of pure
ritual, and musically of the feeling which ritual inspires in the
genuine ritualist With Siegfried lying under his tree listening to
die sounds of the forest I can utterly sympathise; but Parsifal
gazing motionless on the ceremony of the Grail with nothing but
an open door between him and the free air makes me feel that he
is served right when Gurnemantt calls him a goose and pitches
him out. And here let me urge upon pious parents, in the interests
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